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foe l rage ay o 

He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me ygly : and befides,thc Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there ftand I in pcrrili : 

No, he muft die,be’t fo,I hcare him commin E nt,C*C. 

Rod. Iknow hisgate,ti$ lie,v ilia inc thou dicfU 
Caf That thruft had bin my enemy indeqd, 

But that my coatc isbetterthen thou think'ft, 

I will make proofc of thine. 

Rod . O 1 am flaine, 

Caf I am maind for euer, light ho, murdc;, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice o fCafsio y Iago kccpcs his word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harke tis cucn fo. * 

Caf O helpc ho,lighr, a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he 3 0 braue Ar^howeft and Iuft, 

That haft fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me; -- minion ,y our dearc lies dead. 

And your fatchies apace; flrumpet I come; 

F orth of my hearr,thofe charmes thine eyes are blorted , 

Thy bed luft-ftaind,fhall with lulls blood be fpotted. Ex. 
Enter Lodouico<*»^Gratiano. 

Caf. What ho, no watch,no paiTage, murder, murd er 
Grat. Tis fome mifchancc.,thecry is very direfull. 

Caf O helpc. hod. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a bcauy night, 

Thcfe may be countcrfeits^et’s think’ c vnfafe 
To come into the cry without more hclpe. 

Rod. No body come, then ftaall I bleed to death . 

Enter I a go with a light . 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat . Here's one comes in his fhirr 3 with lights and weapons, 
lag. Who’s there ? whole noife is this, that cries onmurder. 
hod* I doc not know. 
lag. Did not you hcare a cry ? 

Caf Here, here, for heauens fake helpc me. 



enice, 

Jaa. What’s the matter. 

Grat. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take tt, 
lod. The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 

Jar. What arc you here,that cry fo grccuouily ? 

Caf lago,0 I am fpoil’djvndone by villaines, 

Giuemefome helpe. , , . . 

Jag. O my-Lciu tenant : what Yillaincs haue done this ? 

Caf. I thinke the one of them is heere about. 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines: 

What are you there ? come in and giuc fome helpe; 

Rod. O . helpc me here. 

Caf. That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous {laue ,0 villaine. ' 

Rod. O dambd lagofO inhumaine dog,-- o,o,o. 

Ia. Kill him ft he dark? where be thofe bloody thecues? 

How filcnt is thisToWne < Ho,murder, murder ; 

What may you be,are you of good or euill ? 

Lod. As you fhall proue vs,praife vs. 

In a. Seignior Lodowco. 

Lod. He fir. 

lag. lay you mercy : here’s Cafiro hurt by villaines. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 
lag. Mary hearten forbid .• 

Light Gentlemen, Tie bind it with my fhirt. 

Enter Bianca, 

Rian. What is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 
lag. Who ift that cried,, 

Rian. O my dea^e Cafsi^O nay fweete Cdfsto ,Cafsio fiafsie* 
lag. O notable Trumpet : Cafsiomzy you fufpc& 

Who they fhould be, that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus,! haue bin to fccke you. 

Rian. Alas he faints,0 C afsio, Caf sio, Cafsio. 

% Gcntletfien all,! doe fufpeft this trafh 
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